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Follow this Man! 


Secret Service Operator 38 Is on the Job 

Follow him through all the excitement of his chase of the counterfeit gang. 
See how a crafty operator works. Telltale finger prints on the lamp stand 
in the murdered girl’s room! The detective’s cigarette case is handled by 
the unsuspecting gangster, and a great mystery is solved. Better than 
fiction. It’s true, every word of it. No obligation. Just send the coupon. 


Vn 1717 The Confidential Reports 
K IsEfEl No. 38 Made to His Chief 


And the best part of it all is this. It may open your eyes to the great 
future for YOU as a highly paid Finger Print Expert. More men are 
needed right now. This school has taken men just like you and trained 
them for high official positions. This is the kind of work you would like. 
Days full of excitement. Big salaries. Rewards. 


Earn $ 2500 to $10,000 a Year 

You Study at Home in Spare Time 



University of Applied Science 

1920 Sunnyaide Ave, Dept. 23-07 Chicago, Illinois 
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“Womanhood and Marriage” 

By Bernarr Macfadden 

If You Are an Earnest, Intelligent Young Woman, 
Possessed of the Fine Instincts of True Womanhood, 
You Think Seriously About Marriage and Motherhood, 
and Hope Some Day to Become the Wife of the Man 
You Love, to Bear Him Children, to Make Him a Happy, 
Comfortable Home and Then Live Out Your Days 
Secure in the Deep, Abiding Love of a Faithful Hus¬ 
band and Surrounded by Loving, Considerate Sons 
and Daughters. 

Yet, when you read the papers and see the myriad accounts 
of separation, divorce, scandal and misery with which their 
columns are filled you cannot help but feel a deep concern at 
the pitfalls that border the path of wedded happiness; accounts 
that well may cause the stoutest heart to quail, the strongest 
confidence to weaken. 

In Knowledge There Is Happiness 

However, keep this fact in mind —there is nothing wrong with 
marriage—upon marriage is based the home, and the home is the 
foundation of our nation. Marriage as an institution is the 
greatest, most wonderful success in all the world. But, like all 
other great institutions devised by nature for the good and pro¬ 
tection of the human race, it is subject to a well defined set of natural laws that 
must be obeyed. Therein lies the whole secret of happy or unhappy marriage. A great 

der that thousands of couples separate every year, our divorce courts are full to overflowing'and count¬ 
less thousands of other "homes” are held together by pride alone? 

Until recently, there was some excuse for women marrying with no knowledge of the responsibilities 
of wifehood because a vulgar prudery had thrown a dense black wall of ignorance around everything 
having to do with marriage, a wall that kept girls and young^women from learning before marriage the 

There Is no Longer Any Excuse for Ignorance 

Macfadden, Father of Physical Culture, the world’s greatest student of natural law in its 

_ .1 to humanity, and the sworn enemy of false modesty, determined to write a book for the 

everlasting j?ood of womanhood in which he proposed to t»reak down the wall of prudery by setting forth 

‘ their married lives^upon the rock of right living, right thinking P and the observance of nati ’ ’ 

lat wonderful book is no lor- J -’“■* * - L 

" is equally wonderful “Ma 
ingle, who sincerely wishe 
e is nothing left to be des...— 

r e could write page after page about “Womanhood and Marriage” and not be able to give you i 
:a as to half of the store of information this treasure house of knowledge contains. Rather than tr 
are printing the chapter titles^for your observation. ^ But even that ij not enough. To really know i 

OUR LIBERAL OFFER 



right living, right thinking and the . 

^...am^but^a fact. ^Womanhood and -■__ 

make her marriage, her home and her children so ideally perfect th 


of this page and mail it to us. Send no money until * 
---only 33.00 plus delivery charges. After 


man in need of help along these 


ediately refun. 




Marriage” Is Starti¬ 
ng Thousands of Girls and Young Women 
>n the Right Road to Married Happiness. 
“Womanhood and Marriage” Is Saving j 

m.- of Marriages Already Con- ■ 

3m Breaking Up Upon the 


MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, Inc. 

S. 10, Macfadden Building 1926 Broadway, New York Ci 
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Here is the real 
truth about the 
sex question! 

T HIS is an age of plain thinking 
and frank speech. No longer can 
a big, vital problem like the sex 



The Author’s 


MANHOOD and MARRIAGE 
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A book that solves the vital problems of men 
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S T O IV I £ S 


Spirits, or Mind 
Reading—IDhich? 

By ROBERT NAPIER 


T HERE are two main theories which serious persons advance in explanation 
of psychic phenomena. The first ascribes the manifestations to the spirits of 
departed human beings. The second theory holds that telepathy, or mind 
reading, among the living, provides the universal answer. 

We may ignore a third school of thought which is so skeptical that it believes 
every mystery to be the result of deliberate fraud on the part of a medium. Much' 
fraud is practised at seances, but there are happenings on record which cannot be 
thus lightly dismissed. 

Oddly enough, the spiritualistic viewpoint is the one maintained with by far 
the greater clarity. Your spiritualist says that ghosts communicate by means of 
the tipping table, the crystal globe, the voice of the trance medium, etc. Grant 
this, and little remains to be debated. 

But the telepathic, or naturalistic, viewpoint is wrapped in confusion. Amateurs 
are still naive enough to think that there can be no mind reading unless the facts 
to be obtained by the “reader” are at that moment known to the "sitter”—are 
present, that is to say, in his objective consciousness. 

Telepathy, if it exists, is an affair of the subconscious mind. It would be able 
to probe into dormant memories, would pick up clues and send the thought of the 
telepathist leaping through space to get his information from the brain of some 
person not present at the seance. By tapping a dozen minds, it might estimate 
the probabilities in a given case and indulge in prophecy. By use of the law of 
suggestion, it might evoke visions. 

If this second theory is the correct one, it will prove to be an even more wonderful 
thing than the return of spirits from beyond the tomb. Once fully understood, 
it will revolutionize the life of the world. 

In the meantime, the subject provides more thrilling drama than any other 
for the writer of stories. 
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men in the ranks were scum, for the most part.” 
e was trying to justify his desertion. It was unneces- 
myself that I could unders 


I can’t tell you how she looked, and I nev 
of her—she’d never stood for a camera in 
But the Frenchman should have known, Dick—i 


a cultured man trapped for a long stretch should have known she w 


of service in the Sudan. But I said nothing, 
silence on my part would encourage hir 
“I could have stood all that.” He 
jaw set “It wasn’t the service that 


A S he st 

blue as the sky of hi 
seemed to be staring afar with that peculiar, detached 
pression that comes to men of the sea and of the 
places on shore. 

“Have you ever seen the Sahara at night, Dick?” 
caught himself, knowing that I had not. “Of course 
he continued, hurriedly. "On clear nights, you thin! 
you could almost reach up and pull down a star, they 
so close. The dunes turn pale blue beneath the me 
the shadows are black. The air gets cold, but it’s 
burned out in the daylight sun. God, how hot the £ 
Dick. It burns into your soul.” 

I had never heard Rogan speak with such feeling 
' ‘ ' gay or dejected, frivolous 


it by lo 


it her. 




ways before, he 
lent, as his Celti 
mood prompted. 


ing that She couldn’t play a cheap game—it had to 

life or death. She was like that—her eyes told you so.” 

He looked up at me, I think, to assure himself that I 
understood. I nodded silently and waited. 

“Well, it happened before I really understood what it was 
all about. She spoke to me of her life in Algiers—its in¬ 
last word, Rogan looked away; his eyes, evitable end. Said. something about the men who came 

’reland on a fair morning, there—the way they talked to women, the things they did. 

And she lifted her head proudly—she was telling the truth 
—when she told me no man had ever possessed her. 

“I’ve never been much of a man for women,” he went 
” He on, as though speaking to himself. “But it was different 
; not,” with her. I told her about the States—the world outside, 
k that We got up and left the place and walked down a narrow, 
r seem crooked street—came to the eastern gate where a road led 

>n and outward and lost itself in the sand-” 

pure— Rogan shivered and his shoulders seemed to narrow as he 

sun is, bent low, staring at the pattern of the rug. 

“While we were standing there, an Arab passed and 
peered at her. She drew up close to me, frightened. I 
was for going after the dog, but she held me back. 

" ‘He is nothing.’ 


she told i 


‘I 


offered. “There’s 
something of the 
same thing there, I 
believe.” 

Rogan seemed 
scarcely to have 

“Well, I met her 
on such -a night,” 
he mused. “I had 
twenty-four hours’ 
leave. We were 
camped outside of 
Algiers. She was 
half-French, half- 


“But Ijuette, staring at the ghost, suddenly fell 
back. Her body stifened. Her eyes mere 
hidden by lids that fluttered for a moment and 
mere still. . . . 

“Suddenly, this thing—this Ramacharaka dis¬ 
solved. It disappeared, and there mas nothinq. 
Then—” ^ 


master, Ramachar- 

^“‘What of him!’ 
I asked her. ‘Who 
is he?’ 

“ ‘The man who 
would make me his 

the girl replied.” 

Rogan’s big 
hands doubled into 

knuckles growwhite 
with the strain. 
“Well, I laughed 


:t her. Those desert dogs don’t 


nacharaka,” he resumed. “I told her I’d take her 


it of sight. But the French in her gave America—we’d marry and be regular people. I n 


her a bit of independence. I met her in a coffee-house— too. She knew 
one of those low-ceilinged, stone places that looked as old shadow of that crumbling old 

as the pyramids. She was with a Frenchman-■” 

A BRUPTLY Rogan left the chair and took a slow turn 
** around the room. He was studying the floor, gathering 
his memories as he walked. Presently he composed him¬ 
self and resumed his seat. 

“The ’Frog’ said something to her,” he continued, “and 
I saw her half-rise. She was angry and—hurt. The 
Frenchman laughed and seized her by the wrist. I was at 
the next table. I cracked his wrist with the edge of my 
hand and his grip broke. 

“When he got up, I knocked him down. There were a 
dozen natives in the place, half a dozen Frenchmen, and 
two or three Tommies in uniform.. You know how it is 
around there—-the Legion has a bad name. Nobody wanted 
to get into a jam with me—I was pretty sore. It wouldn’t 
have mattered right then what they did. I didn’t care. 

But nobody interfered. 

“They carried the Frenchman to a back room and I took 
the girl’s arm, spoke to her in French—asked her to join 
me at another place where we could 

Rogan passed a hand wearily ove 
to erase a recurring vision. 

“When she answered—Dick, I’ll 
It was husky, a 


agreed. There, in the 
, with the desert boom- 
ice at us, I held her in my arms. Somewhere off 
a way, the Arab was watching us, but I didn’t know that 
then. I wouldn’t have cared a damn, anyway. 

“So that night, I made my plans to desert the regiment. 
When I left her—Yvette—I rode straight back to camp, and 
passed the first sentry, hours before my leave was up. In 
the morning I reported. I told the captain what I had told 
the sentry—somewhere in Algiers I had lost my ticket of 
leave. It did not matter. I was back. A reprimand was 

"TaUT that day, in spare moments, I shaved the writing 
^ from the ticket with the sharpest blade of my knife. It 
left the paper smooth. My captain’s signature alone re¬ 
mained. And carefully, I imitated his handwriting—wrote 
a pass for seventy-two hours, which was the limit allowed. 
That night, when the desert was blue and black, I used the 


ticket 




irned to Algier 


_ Rogan was struggling now to tell his story in its chrono- 

to join logical sequence. He would clip his sentences, and I could 
see that he was again living through the night when he and 
though the French-Arab Yvette stole silently out of sleeping 
Algiers. 

“Yvette was waiting for me. Under my armpit, I had 
the regulation forty-five, but I also carried a knife. 
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Tt " Tiger 1DOMAN 

The sliqma of a tiger's claws lay, heavy as 
And four times he mel — disastrously—a 
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death, on all the men of Ethridge's family, 
woman who went dressed as a tiger 
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SPIRIT FIRQERS 




Madame Nuncia lost 
her marvelous sinq- 
inq voiceband in 
Ihe bitterness of 
her traqedy, she 
conceived the dia¬ 
bolical scheme of 
slealinq another 
woman's voice 


By 

John ITliller Qregonj 
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ARMS in the DARK 

Doctor Bender, monstrous dissector of souls, 
overlooked one fact, he forgot that a girl 
will always find a way to cry for aid to the 
man who loves her 
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I saw her many times later on, while her father was gone 
on a lecture tour. It was not an easy matter to overcome 
her scruples, for Elise was hedged in by all the conventions 
and proprieties of a respectable German family. But she 
was starving for companionship and the friendship of some 
one of her own age, for these things had been rigidly denied 
her by her father. 

CO, for a while Elise was happy in the long walks we 
took in the Vienna parks, or the talks we had in the 
shade of the trees. She had the gaiety and playfulness of a 
faun, and she reveled in her new-found feedom. But soon 
I saw that underneath this outward sparkle was some deep- 
seated trouble that descended upon her at times like a pall. 
It would cut short her words in the midst of a sentence, or 
check the laughter on her lips. I have seen the dancing 
sparkle die out of her eyes, and the flushed cheeks blanch 
suddenly at some awful recollection. What sorrow had laid 

I knew the sort of life she had led: for Thorwald Bender 
net in his own home, dominating, tyrannical, even cruel. 


means to question Elise about her life at home, but nothing 
that she had said had led me to believe that her father was 
abusive. In fact, there was little enough that she did tell. 
Her reticence about her father was one of the things that 
roused disturbing suspicions within me. She could not help 
bht know of the reputation he had won, and the respect 
which was his due; I had often commented myself on 
the high position he enjoyed. And Elise would listen, 
silent and brooding, to it all. Not a word could I get out 
of her. 

Then, one day in the park she told me with a sob, after 
we had been silent for a long time; "This is the last time, 
Walter! I could not tell you before—but this is the last 

I stared at her, astounded. "What is it, Elise? Why are 
you sending me away?” 

“HE is coming back tonight." I thought a shudder shook 
1 1 her frail young body. "1 cannot see you any more.” 
Her words came in a whisper and tears were in her eyes. 
I took her boldly in my arms. 

"What is it you fear, Elise? It is time you told me. 


But would 
that account 
for the terror 
that clouded 
Elise’s eyes 
when his name 

tTone™ ? me it 
puzzled me at 
first, and then 


‘‘The ghostly visitant tvas Elise—but in hat torture 
had come over that beautiful face? Her features 
mere drawn and twisted, her eyes upraised and 
protruding . . . 


Otherwise, I 
your father to- 

m “No W no!” 
she cried 
wildly, “Father 

know. Prom- 


alterable was 
her dread. She 

him but that 
her voice 
shook and her 
body trembled, and 
tion alarmed me. 


“All at once another spectral image appeared. 
An arm, u?ith talondike fingers, clutched at the 
wraith of the girl. A spasm of indescribable 
agony racked her slender body. The arm, the 
writhing frnqers, drew closer. And then— 



you up,” I in¬ 
terrupted ruth- 
lessly. “If 

reason—some¬ 
thing he has 


She pressed 

at the thought of his return her agita- her hands to my mouth frantically and stopped my words. 
In vain I tried to pry the secret from “You will promise, Walter 1 You will not go to him 1” 


“It is nothing, Walter,” she would say when I pressed 
her for an explanation. “Only—that this happiness must 
end so soon.” 

“But Elise, are we not engaged? You know it cannot end.” 

CHE shook her head broodingly. “He will never permit; 
^ he will never let us see each other.” 

I tried to speak confidently. Don’t be afraid of that. 
Elise. There’s nothing he can say against me, and when he 
comes back I’ll see him at once and tell him.” 

The girl turned upon me in a panic. I must not see 
Doctor Bender; I must tell him nothing, it would be dan¬ 
gerous. She would even try to meet me sometimes surrep¬ 
titiously if only I said nothing to him. Her eyes were wide 
with a nameless fear that shook her like a leaf. 

quiet we would have together, and then the thought of her 
father would strike Elise dumb with morbid terror. What 
was it that lay at the bottom of it all? I could not believe 
that it was merely the outburst of her father’s temper that 
she, feared. Surely it was no great crime for her to have 
sperit a few happy hours with me. True, I was an impe¬ 
cunious student in a foreign land, and she the daughter of 
one of the leading specialists in Europe. But would this 
account for the frantic terror that assailed her whenever 
she thought of his return ? 

solution. If he had been actually cruel to the girl, I felt 


Her breath was coming in gasps and her eyes were star¬ 
ing; I could only sense the depths of her terror. But to 
question her further in this mood would be hopeless. I 
made some evasive answer, determining in my own mind 
to see Doctor Thorwald Bender and have it out with him 
at the earliest possible moment. I tried my best to be con¬ 
soling, but was full of morbid thoughts myself. All that 
day I spent in a gloomy state of mind, trying to reason out 
the best thing to do, and when I went to my own room that 
night the problem was still unsolved. 

If Doctor Bender objected to my seeing his daughter, 
what recourse would I have? What influence could I bring 
to lead him to accept me as a friend ? I had visited Elise 
in his absence; he might easily believe that I had influenced 
her unduly in seeing her without his permission. My 
thoughts became vague, and a < ill pressure seemed to be 
oppressing my brain. The lights grew dim, there was a 
dinning sound in my ears, and I must have fallen asleep in 
my chair. Shall I be rational, and call what followed o 
nightmare ? 

■pOR suddenly I became aware of a figure that loomed 
mistily before me—a figure with bowed head, slowly 
gathering shape in the darkness. My flesh was creeping; my 
hair rose on end. I made a wild effort to rise, to flte from 

trembling and would not bear my weight. 

With eyes glued on the shadowy figure I watched it sud¬ 
denly lift its head as if in supplication. And at the si ht 
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way lo Ihe crime, you found yourself Irailed 
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by your own double1 Whal would IJOU do? 





22 


Ghost Stories 


j ea , 


1 forfeited all right ti 


A ™ 




md added to ray anger. She had 
tie if I would telegraph her the 
aughed maliciously as I recalled 
her words. If I did as she suggested, she and her lover 
would know exactly how long they could remain together 
without danger of encountering me. 

But, clever as she was, I believed I had outplayed her. 
For, following the 6rst whispers which had reached me, I 
had absented myself frequently from the city for just one 
purpose—that she and Randolph would become emboldened, 
would lessen their precautions. And- they had. They met 
often and openly—but at places where they thought I never 
came. At the Corner of Broadway and Thirty-fourth street, 
I called to the chauffeur to stop. It was important for me 
to discover if I were being trailed. I left the cab and 
walked along the south side of the street, toward the station. 
I had a purpose in taking that particular side. It was lined 
with shops, and many of the show-windows contained large 


He did not attempt to follow me down the steps. The other 
man—the one who resembled me—had disappeared utterly. 
If matters had not been approaching a crisis, I surely would 
have liked to search out this second man and learn something 
more about him. It was positively uncanny to be trailed by 
one who, at least in a half-light, might have passed for me. 
It was a bit like being spied upon by one’s own shadow. 

With the same lazy stride I had been affecting, I walked 
along the platform in the direction of the Pullmans at the 
front end of the train. If my trailer stiH watched from the 

left the city. I followed the porter, watched him tuck -my 
grip beneath my berth, and smiled as he did so. For I 
never expected to see it again. From it's contents I had 
removed all marks which would enable any one to trace then* 
to me. A dollar tip insured me the attention of the porter. 
Informing him I was going into the club car to write many 
letters, I told him not to come for me no matter how long 


I n 


B Y the time I reached 
my man had retired fr 
until the final “All aboard” echoed, 
icles platform just as the train gained r 
the far end of the station. Tl 


designated car, I felt certain 


recollection of ever 


walked a few steps, 
theh halted and 
lighted a cigarette. 


closely. There ap- 
ond man watching 


“As 1 dropped my cards upon the paci and 
straightened, the edges, the phantom cut and ex¬ 
posed the ten of clubs, the card of success. 

“Qritting my teeth, 1 again reached out u?ith 
fingers that toitched. 1 was determined to best 
Fate in spite of herself, but 1 failed—that time. 
I cut the three of hearts, the card indicating 
disappointment caused bu one’s own impru¬ 
dence. Then—" J 


ion. ^1 'hurried along 
was part of my plan, 
f ha^ been over the 
ground thoroughly, 


way leading t 
portion of the 


the street, but in 
the rear of the 
building in Eighth 
avenue. Absolutely 


the second "shadow” did not seem a stranger. Something 
in his appearance was familiar. Then, suddenly, the truth 
flashed upon me. I didn't know this second man, but in 
many ways he resembled me—only he was older, more 
stooped, and rather shabby. 

After the first shock of surprise, I smiled grimly. Surely 
some detective agency, in fulfilling an order from either 
Jean or Randolph, had blundered woefully in assigning a 
man whose features so resembled mine that I was certain to 
spot him. I wondered the shadow had not noted the simi¬ 
larity and kept himself out of sight. 

Paying them no outward heed, I looked at my watch. 
There still remained a half hour to train-time, so I strolled 
iking, pausing before additional windows where there were 
mirrors. And almost every time I noted the same two men 
at the curb, though they pretended to be unaware of each 
other’s presence. 


.•J EST they suspect me of some trickery, I finally entered 
*-* a haberdashery, purchased some shirts, and placed them 
in my suit-case. Once, when I stole a furtive glance toward 


which I had telephoned, then moved leisurely toward the 
steep stairway leading down to the train. Purposely I 
dallied so that another passenger and I reached the gate 
at the same moment. I swung aside to give the other right 
of way, at the same time looking about. My shadow was 
but a few feet distant, pretending to be studying a time-table. 


I paused before one of a row of down-at-the-heels, brown- 
stone houses. In it I had rented a room some weeks pre¬ 
vious, under an assumed name. And there, in a securely 
locked trunk, was everything I required for my night’s ad- 


1 SLIPPED into the house and locked myself in my room. 
1 From the trunk I took a complete outfit of evening 
clothes, a revolver, a box of cartridges, and a silencer which 
fitted the weapon perfectly. For the last time until I should 
put them on, I looked over a collection of shabby articles, 
from a battered hat and broken shoes to ragged under¬ 
wear and a well-worn suit. In these, following the taking 
of my vengeance, I would make my escape. I would not 
try to make my get-away on a boat or passenger-train. It 
would be safer to take to the roads for a few days as a 
hobo—perhaps catch a freight to some distant point—-before 
obtaining respectable habiliments and trying to leave the 
couhtry as a legitimate traveler. I felt certain that I would 
be far on my way before the police learned that I was not 
in Washington. 

I stripped off the clothing I had been wearing, and tossed 
it into the trunk. I made certain of the fastenings of the 
money-belt about my waist. I had drawn my last dollars, 
amounting in all to several thousands, from the bank that 
afternoon, and carried them in a strip of chamois. Next, 
I dressed carefully in the evening clothes. I loaded the re¬ 
volver carefully and put it and the silencer into my pockets. 

Locking the trunk, I glanced around to make certain I 
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Hapley could nol forgive his brother scientist 
bring their zestful feud to an 
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Pawkins for dyinq. He Ihouqhl lhal this musl 
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By 

Haruey S. 
Cottrell 


Jcaught her 
arm and the 
strange,old- 
fashioned 
night gown 


and dragged 
her back 


The 



Phantom Torturer 


H 


If Collrell lad known ihe secrel of lie old 
Slave House, he would never have permilled 
his sweelhearl lo enler ihe place. Within, an 
ape-like servitor carried out hideous 
commands 


bottle had 
been in the 
» pool, I do 
not dare say. 
When at last I suc¬ 
ceeded in snaring it 


round, brown affair, with a long neck—such a bottle a 
seen- nowadays only in the antique shops at a good pi 
Seaweed festoons clung to its stopper, which had 1 

Carefully I made my way back up the rocks and, wit! 
the pride of a pup retrieving a ball, I handed it to Sh 
Her great, brown eyes danced with anticipation. 

She held the bottle to the sky, stripping th 


“Look!” she cried. 
“I told you! There is 
a paper in it. Some 


y out the stopper. But the 
esides, the neck of the bottle 


itopper was in too tight; an 

was so long I doubted if I could reach the paper, 
th all “I’ll have to smash it,” I cried at last, 
heila. Sheila’s face clouded. 

“It’s a shame,” she said. “I’d like to keep it as a 
from of our hike; it's so old and funny. But if you’re ! 
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can not get the paper out in any other 

She’d not need any souvenir of this hike! The memory casionally there were 
of it would be lasting enough. 

I broke the bottle on a roc 
needed a hard blow. We were 

together, in our eagerness to see what Ihe message 


s tough glass and 




Nobody seemed to know who owned the place now. Oc- 
sionally there were visitors to it who told cf meeting an 
ancient negro—a giant of a man—who showed them through 
some of the rooms but was taciturn and uncommunicative. 
Moreover, he was careful where he took them and he denied 
that there were passages behind the walls. 

Sheila still was meditative. 

“Just think,” she said. “This bottle has been floating here 
’ this pool for years, going round and round and never 


feminine hand that would have been dainty and fine if the getting anywhere. It’s like some lives, isn’t it? I « 




had been used. But this message 
difficulties, with some clumsy in¬ 
strument—perhaps a silver of wood. The characters were 
barely decipherable: and though I did not tell Sheila, I had 
a suspicion that the fluid in which they were written was 
human blood. 

“Hold it to the sun—this way,” Sheila commanded. 

I glanced up to get my bearing. The late afternoon sun 
was passing behind a dark cloud now. The breeze was 
coming in gusts. I frowned, for the sky was threatening 
one of those quick 


that sweep up 
suddenly on the 
Maine coast, with 
a tearing, wrench- 
wind and a 


drat became of Annette Ballou, who she was, and why she 
was imprisoned. Do you suppose she ever escaped?” 

“Undoubtedly,” I said. “I can’t believe a woman was al¬ 
lowed to die in the old house behind walls like that. It 
would be too horrible.” 

"I wish we could go up there and look through the house.” 

"You’ve got a chance,” I said hurriedly. 

The sky was darkening fast. High up were mare’s-tails 
—those cirrus clouds switched into fantastic shapes by the 
wind. Lower down was a stratum of small, puffy, black 
clouds scudding 
along in another 
direction. But 


brief, 
downpour of r; 


about the weather 
—then. Heads to¬ 
gether still, 
Sheila’s shoulder 

word by word we 
made out the mes- 


“The Llack was wqlkinq backwards, as tiiouqh the'breeze'had 
he led Sheila with a slranqe, hypnotic power. aw a denly A d Lls't 
"And beyond them both, out there on the * ad sett ^ d ° v ' r d 
bosom of ihe cove, and in the path of the risinq therT a was an an 

moon, was a small boat with a sinqle sail. At °h™t n °seemeV S to 

its stem was the fiqure of an old man . . . qlow- portend* some 

inq, illuminated by a radiance of its own . . . ca n^ lysm i c t oo P k 

As l looked, l suddenly perceived that the ™e' n !ook down 

fiqure was inlanqible^as transparent as a thin * e e de “ d 

cloud of mist-- thought—too late 


: am in the Slave House, a 


with death. Help m 
The Slave House! Why, th 


ANNETTE BALLOU. 


the old mansion close 
hore. We could see 
its roof just over the rocks. It had a history, that house 
did. It was built before the Civil War, and its owner, John 
Richards, an eccentric old merchant, had been an abolitionist. 
In the days of the "underground railroad,” by which slaves 
from the Southern plantations were helped to escape, this 
old house was used as a way-station for the fugitives. 
According to popular belief, there were underground pas¬ 
sages leading to the cove where ships from the South had 
once anchored, and a great room in the third story where 
the slaves waited until they could be smuggled across the 
border to Canada. 

Sheila knew the story as well as I. It was a popular 
legend at the Bleecker House. 

“What do you suppose the message means?” she asked, 
seating herself on a rock and gazing thoughtfully out to 

“I can only guess,” I replied. “Of course, Richards had 
a bad name in this community. He was supposed to charge 
the negroes a stiff price for his help. And there were many 
whispered tales about him and hjs feminine ‘guests.’ He 
died, you remember, under mysterious circumstances in the 
old house. They said he was frightened to death by the 
ghost of a woman who had been killed there.” 

"How terrible!” Sheila exclaimed. 

“Oh, that’s bunk, I suppose,” I said. “Probably he had 
heart trouble and kicked out naturally enough.” 

“Hm-m-m,” Sheila mused. “I wonder.” 


hours before dark, and the four miles between us and the 
Bleecker House. “Run, Sheila.” I cried. “We’ve just got 
time to make the old house before the rain comes. Hurry!” 

Hand in hand, we sped along over the rocks, jumping, 
leaping, in danger of slipping. We were breathless as we 
gained the summit of the higher ground, and paused a 
moment to look back at the racing storm. Then we hurried 
on. Suddenly the wind caught us in a great rush, almost 
sweeping us from our feet. Sheila clung to me for support. 

“Isn’t it terrible!” she screamed in my ear. 

“Hold fast !” I cried. “We’ll make it.” 

Instantly behind the fury of the wind came the rain in 
a great cloudburst, wetting us through and through. 

Fortunately the rain was warmer than the chill breath 
of the wind and I was glad for Sheila’s sake, for her wet 
clothes were wrapped about her graceful form in a dis¬ 
heartening and hampering way. 

Clinging to each other for support, we fought our way to 
the old house. It loomed above us in the half darkness 
that came with the storm, foreboding and grim. As we 
neared it, I could see that the rooms were high studded, in 
accordance with an old-time custom of house-building, and 
its second story was high above us, while its third was hid¬ 
den among the tops of the great elms that surrounded it. 

It was built of wood, square and unyielding. Long ago 
it had been painted a dark color but in the years this had 
worn away and the broad clapboards had become weathered 
and gray as an ancient skull. A square, glass-enclosed 
cupola was on the top, like a sailor’s lookout station. And 
I imagined that, many a time, crazy old Richards had 
watched there with a spyglass for the vessels that would 
bring slaves to his home and wealth to his pocketbook. 

The wind almost blew us up the broad steps and onto 
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Mildred Stew¬ 
art mocked at 
the perils of the 
haunted castle. 
But when she 
reached the in¬ 
ner chamber, 
where the ter¬ 
ror lurked «— 



CAPT1UE SOULS 


D uring my chii 
aVoIdmlnsioT 

It was a gray, sinister house built to rese 
castle and surrounded by dismal evergreer 
I had been told that a ghost went up in the tower 
night and placed a lighted lantern there. 

In later years I became familiar with the place—it i 
the home of my fiance, Donald Harrison—but I never 
tirely lost my fear of it. 

Shortly after the death of Donald’s father and a few d 
before our wedding was to take place, Donald disappeai 
He left no word of explanation. I was told by one of 
servants—a tall mulatto—that “Mr. Harrison had g 
away and left no address.” 

It was the bitterest and most humiliating experience of 
life. I could not bear to face any one. I spent my ti 
Watching the castle and waiting for my lover to cc 


By Cdssic H. ITlacLaury 


back. 

Four years passed. One night I had stayed a' 
nearly twelve and, as I got into bed, I saw a light and s 
floating white object in the tower of the castle. The ghost: 
When I was a child, the sight would have thrown m< 
lasily scared—or con 




iv nights later I kept my light on ag 
and then turned it off. The ghost 
I began to believe that it was appearir 


home. One night I slipped out of the house, saddled my chestnut 
nble a mare and set out to visit the castle. 

trees. As I neared the tower, I proceeded cautiously. I stopped 
every the chestnut in the shadow of some trees, and stared hard 
and long at the windows of the castle. But there was noth- 
t was ing to see. The place was as quiet and deserted as though 

I was about to urge my horse forward when I thought I 
v days saw' something move in the window of Donald’s old room, 
eared. I held the reins tight—my eyes riveted on the black surface 
of his of the glass. Then something did move. A slit of light 

gone appeared in that window from the top to the window-sill: 

it broadened for a fraction of a second, and revealed a pass¬ 
ing figure. 

I sat rigid with amazement. On the other side of that 
window was a drape so dark and heavy that the light from 
within could not penetrate it. The room might be lighted 
every night in the week, and no one on the outside would 

I watched the place fifteen or twenty minutes longer hut 
saw nothing else. With a creepy feeling up my spine, I 
>r con- gave the chestnut the signal and we started home. 

No one at the breakfast table next morning suspected I 
nearly had been on a successful Paul Revere ride. I did not feel the 
punc- worse for it—and what is more, I had learned something 
for me. of importance. 

3! 
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CURSE of the 

Jlnd now a deadly adder draws ils trail 
home. Is this the murderer? Can a 

posse 






One-Eyed BUDDHA 

across the mystery in young Martinson's 
snahe, in the dark, scream like a Thing 
ssed? 
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"Well, you see, it’s this way,” he said, “I just had my "That’s an unused servant’s bedroom,” I replied, ”Y< 
gun ready for emergencies.” 

He looked carefully around. 

“I’d like to know where the darn little cuss crawled to,” he 
said, training his flashlight in all the dark, dangerous corners. 

“Then you did see a snake?” I said. 

“Then why did you deny it?” 


of them 


] DIDN’T deny it," he said. “I just waited until I was 
*■ sure that you had seen the same thing that I had. I wasn’t 
going to take any chances of seeing things that ain’t on 
the calendar unless some one else saw them, too.” 

I laughed, although a little uneasily. I had a curious 
feelihg around my ankles at that moment, and I was not 
at all sure where that snake was. I believed it was some- 
1, but even of that 


“And the other side?” 

“You were in that, too,” I returned. “It is 
used servant’s bedroom. There are eight or 
which are unused—owing to the fact that I di 
keep up an establishment with its full quota of servants as 
in former years.” 

“Well, these walls appear to be solid enough,” he said 
finally. “I still don’t know how your friend, Rabindranath 
Kim, got out of here.” 

“Rabindranath Kim?” I asked. “Who said he was in 
here ? Why do you suspect him ?” 

“Well, you have to suspect somebody, don’t you?” he 
asked. Why not suspect this Hindu who knows all about 
the stone and who’s a foreigner, anyway? I don’t believe 
like you seem to do,” he said significantly, and 


for the simple reason that, as I said previously, the snake I reddened a little in the darkness, “and so I have to sus- 
had not crawled away; it had vanished in the flash of an eye. pect some flesh-and-blood person. The coroner will be here 
Tt r^rtainlv in the morning 

and I will have to 
make up some 
sort of a report. 
And maybe 

g o before h i s 


looked like a real 
snake, but how 
could real snakes 
dissolve into air 
in this fashion? 

Even Moran’s 
stolid self-assur¬ 
ance had received 
a hard shock. He 
was accustomed 
to having all 
sorts of difficul¬ 
ties in locating 
criminals, but he 

customed to hav¬ 
ing things ap¬ 
pear and disap- 


"Suddeniij 1 felt a soft, clammy touck on my 
neck. . . . IDith a cry l faced about, and sail? a 
phosphorescent outline against the black mail 
of the room. ... 

“The figure had no definite shape, but 1 
could see the uague outline of a body of 
some sort and a hand which, euen as my hor-- 
rifled gaze mas fixed by it, becran to moue, 
and. ... ^ 


a ghost murdered 
your secretary 
and ran away 
with your ruby. 
But I have a \yife 
and four kids to 
support, myself. 


i I a 


t tak- 




around the r 


about the snake.” he confessed, “but the thing that gets me 

He motioned with his flashlight to the dead body of my 
ill-fated secretary. 

“You mean, how he was killed?” I asked. 

“Not exactly. The question that bothers me is: how did 
the body come to be propped up against the inside of this 
—when any 


o the r< 




it get out of this 


only 


the door opens inward beyond me. 
did the man who perience, — 
ich has no other 


ining it inch by 
inch. 

“Well, I don’t 

seem to be able to find nothing,” he said at last. “And all 
I can say is that that there snake was probably one of them 
optical illusions.” 

“Maybe,” I assented. “But would you call the body an 
optical illusion?” 

He was silent for a moment. 

don’t know what to call that,” he admitted finally. “It’s 
one of the funniest cases in all my ex- 

_ ve had lots of it.” 

Even while he was speaking,.! felt a strange sensation 
come over me. I stared into the dark that surrounded us, 
and suddenly I felt a Presence in the room. There was 
something thick and unwholesome in the atmosphere. 
Struggling to control the panic that seized me, I said: 


AND not only that,” I said, “but how did his body come 
to be here at all—how was it removed from its chair 
next to all of us and, in the twinkling of an eye, spirited up¬ 
stairs and deposited here?” • 

“We will find out about that all right—but it is funny,” 

Moran said. 

He examined the room thoroughly. In one corner was 
a stack Of three or four old trunks, of the variety that used 
to be in vogue forty or fifty years ago. Moran took them 
down, one after the other and looked into them. But he instant. There was no other opening to the room except this 


I turned toward the half-open door. 

Before Moran could answer, a slight puff of air \ 
is and sharply swung the door closed. 


found nothing that could help him 


_ 11 pieces of antique furniture in the 

room, and a few piles of old books '' ' ■•••*-’ - 
usefulness in the library of my ane 
When the search proved unavailing, Moran turned hi: 
tention to the walls of the room. He sounded each 
carefully. 

“What’s on that side of the 
with his flashlight to the left. 


n his search. There door. Whence, then, came this gust of air? It v 


..... .... ike the ordinary breeze—there was something noisome, 

had .outlived their something fetid about it. 

The instant after the .door closed, Moran, with an oath, 
made a leap for it. His action was sudden and not well 
calculated, because his foot caught on the soft, yielding body ' 
of the murdered man and he fell suddenly, striking his head 
against the door-knob. There was a crash and then I could 
hear the soft slithering of his body (Continued.on page 82) 


Onl 


y by Mortal 


Hands” 


When John Harcomb was hanqed, his lasl 
Ihouqhl was of a hideous plan lo cheat Ihe 
qrave. His spiril musl find a livinq viclimi 


By rts lold lo 

Henry ID. A. Fairfield Harold Standish Corbin 
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MIND READER 

Buwalda's sinister powers reach their high- 
water mark^-and, at a stroke, all New 
Ijork seems to have gone stark, 
staring mad 
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wildered the public and made Mayor Carter seem little short 
of a lunatic. The appointee, Shaw, was utterly unknown. 
He was a middle-aged lawyer from the Bronx, who had 
never succeeded in building up a practice that would more 
than pay his living expenses. My paper asserted that it had 
not been able to find that his name had ever before been 
printed in a news story. Certainly, he had shown no capacity 
for executive work and was not an authority on police 
problems. 

S HAW’S obscurity was bad enough, but the Mayor had 
added to the calamity by giving out a hysterical inter¬ 
view. Pounding on his desk and glaring at the reporters, 
he had shouted: 

The new Police Commissioner is going to prove the salva¬ 
tion of New York City. No, the appointment was not made 
as the result of pull. Henry W. Shaw came to see me this 
morning. It was the first time I had laid eyes on him, or even 
heard his name. But he sat down and in less than an hour 
he outlined to me the most marvelous programme for combat¬ 
ting crime to which I had ever listened. He showed me wherein 
the old methods were wrong. He analysed perfectlv the nsv- 
chology of the crook, and then did as much for 


His is 


i colossal brain, a 
rut the hold 
opportunity tc 


ld-up m 


:r will. 


In another column, there was printed 
a statement by the acknowledged 
leader of Mayor Carter's party. “The 
organization repudiates 
all responsibility for the 
change at Police Head¬ 
quarters,” this powerful 
individual announced 
bluntly. 

I read all these 
details, because 
they were suffi¬ 
ciently bizarre to 
have human ap- » 
peal. But politics 
ordinarily are no 
concern of mine.. 

Shrugging my 
shoulders help¬ 
lessly at the folly 
of the Mayor, I 
at last laid the 
paper aside and 
went to my break¬ 
fast. 

The day before, 

I had stayed away 
from my office on 
the excuse of hav¬ 
ing a sore throat. 

But I knew that if I 
wanted to hold my job, 
as well as do justice 
to the investigating of 
Buwalda, I would have 
to make some definite adjustment of 
my time. I reported for work at 
the regular hour, put in half a day 
and then applied to my chief for a 
week’s leave. I was on the edge of a nervous 
down, I said with more truth than I perhaps realized, 
and on this plea the concession was granted. My immediate 
gain was freedom to attend the tea at the Kanarjians, where 
I expected to meet Coralie Griffin. 

I telephoned to Peter. He answered in his quietest man¬ 
ner that the way had been smoothed. The chief difficulty 
had been to convince his uncle that it was justifiable to 


present me under a false name. But the family horror of 
Buwalda’s influence over Coralie had turned the scales. 

“I told Uncle Stefan that you were our only hope of get¬ 
ting the Turk behind prison bars, without causing a scandal 
that would involve our name,” he said. "Expect me at four 
o’clock, to take you to the tea.” 

"O. K.,” I replied, and started for home, so as to have 
plenty of time to prepare myself. I should have liked to 
squeeze in an hour for a visit to Anna Wagner, the medium’s 
pathetic ex-secretary, but this was impossible. 

Standing before the mirror to figure out some manner 
of disguise, I perceived once more, as I had on several 
occasions of late, that the amateur has a hard time of it 
when he sets out to play the detective. Eventually, by dint 
of much fussing and experimenting, I succeeded in bring¬ 
ing about a slight change in my appearance. This was due 
chiefly to the trimming of my rather bushy eyebrows. A 
make-up pencil, sparingly used at the corners of my mouth 
and under my eyes, completed the illusion. It earned a smile 
of approval from Peter, when he arrived. 

He seemed more light-hearted than he had been, but it 
was necessary to let him know that Coralie’s brooch had 
been taken by unknown robbers. 
I described the adventure of the 
evening before, though I 
modified it to the extent 
of implying that I had 
, A ^ been alone when as- 

jtff # Alt saulted. In i 



“Violence at every turn! God!” he muttered. “I tell 
you, Hugh, this affair won’t see its finish until the devil 
behind it all is killed.” 

He drove me swiftly to the downtown section of Brook¬ 
lyn. On Pacific street, he pointed to a new apartment build- 
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Conan Doijles 


psycmc 


Do these cxhiLils—spirit 
prints, examples of auto 
prove beyond the shadow 
they do, the reality of a 










Museum of 
TDONDERS 


pholoqraplis, finqer - 
malic painlinqs, clc 
of a doubl, as Doyle says 
life beyond the qrave? 









OUT of tie 


"For Qod's sake, open the box/” Ihe speclral voice cried — 

he Iried lo find out Ihe 














Because Their Bones IDere 



m BURIED 


Always il has been 
believed that Ihe 
dead resent the 
desecration of their 
graves. But ihe story 
of their sorrow has 
never been told so 
poiqnanlly as in this 
letter from Tflexico 


By 

Rosalie Euans 
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$10,000 for Ghosts 

W E believe we are on the brink of amazing discoveries in the field popularly known 
as “Psychic Phenomena”—discoveries that can be established and passed to 
posterity as scientific fact. To this end the publishers of Giiost Stories Magazine 
are offering $10,000 in awards, as follows: 


$8000 award will be paid to the person 
who produces a visible, disembodied 
apparition, which can be identified to 
the satisfaction of the Commission 
judging the award, as the apparition 
of a deceased person. 

$500 shall be given for that physical 
demonstration, such as spirit photog¬ 
raphy, levitation, or any other physical 
manifestation of an unknown force, 
most convincing to the Commission. 


clairvoyance, telepathy, automatic 
writing or any other mental manifes¬ 
tation of an unknown force, most con¬ 
vincing to the Commission. 

$500 shall be given to the person who 
satisfies the Commission that a house 
is haunted. 

$500 shall be paid to that person demon¬ 
strating phenomena in the field known 
popularly as “psychic phenomena” 
most convincing to the Commission, 
not covered in the first four classi¬ 
fications. 

Investigation and payments of awards are entrusted to THE UNBIASED COM¬ 
MISSION FOR PSYCHIC RESEARCH, consisting of a group of men, each an outstand¬ 
ing figure in his chosen profession, including: the Reverend Ralph Welles Keeler, 
D.D., Chairman; Bemarr Macfadden, noted physical culturist and publisher; Arthur 
Garfield Hays, distinguished counsellor at law; Howard Thurston, magician; Fulton 
Oursler, novelist and playwright; Emanuel de Mamay Baruch, M.D.; George Sylvester 
Viereck, poet and novelist; Harold Hersey, editor and author; H. A. Keller, editor 
and author; Joseph Schultz, attorney; W. Adolphe Roberts, editor, Ghost Stories 
Magazine, Executive Secretary for the Commission. 

These awards are open to all—Medium, Psychic Healer, Spiritualist, non-believer 
and layman. 

THE UNBIASED COMMISSION FOR PSYCHIC RESEARCH is sincerely, honestly 
endeavoring to establish proof of certain so-called psychic phenomena; the Commission 
is ambitiously trying in a sober, serious, scientific manner to establish new facts and 
gather first-hand information in the field of Psychic Research. 

This offer expires September 30th, 1927. 

The Commission reserves the right to extend itself as to membership. 

Have you ever seen a ghost? Are you in communication with the dead? Have you 
any justification for your claim that you can materialize a being from another world? 
Write—THE UNBIASED COMMISSION FOR PSYCHIC RESEARCH, 1926 Broadway, 
New York, N. Y., W. A. Roberts, Executive Secretary, and due consideration will be 
given your claim. You have your opportunity through 
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The HOUSE of FEAR 

Every momeni of her tortured childhood Amy 
Bruns had crinqed under the brutal hand of 
Old Qabe Bruns—and after his death, she 
found that he was more the tyrant than ever 


By "Leigh Hunter 
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SPIRIT TALES 

Cfimely Topics of Current Interest 
By Count Cagliostro 
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This Singular Book Wields a 
Strange Power Over Its Readers 

Giving them a MAGNETIC PERSONALITY almost instantly/ 



Will You Read It 5 Days FREE--to Prove 
It Can Multiply Your Present Income? 
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The Phantom Torturer 
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at the ground below. It was a good to save her. “Dooman did it-the master’s black ser- 
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The Curse that Crossed the IDorld 
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The Fast Can Restore Health 
Where Everything Else Has Failed 

Once Understood, the Theory of the Fast Appeals So Strongly to Your Common Sense 
That You Are Hot Surprised at the Almost Unbelievable Results It Has Accomplished 



A'STttHSsasr* •“ “Fasting for Health” 
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Arms in the Dark 



_ 4 ~;rriu 







60 


GHOST STORIES 
























62 


Ghost Stories 


^The old man shrugged his shoulders. was^ softer than I had^ever seen it. me the old man fumbled with the instru- 

V °“He is ahead, on horseback; the doctor Xf NotJngTmight d^onttTe hillside '“knew th^wha^I 

1 -SS3TL* Andi°s 

into my seat, I started in pursuit. My even then- . a touch on my arm-a hand with strong 

2HiTt¥r : ^^: 

STiSlaSsrSr SPssSs&s 

tam 1111115 

TakhSthe 0 lanteri^from the'rig, ^stepped oufsldrts^oMhe tmage^I toMAelocal B Thf'greatest surgeon in Europe had re- 

had * — s^^yirs^itT =zr- 

-apoS sr^ 


Sliis illISS! iliilSi 


The Mind Reader 

(Continued from page 43) 


alie Grifiin, it was to find that she had mask, and whether he held me to blame I natural for me to ask her what’s wrong,” 
^"Probably^Mrs. Griffin’s heart—I be- StSf wi Z£** "—** 

VsESKSfe 


as 

stairs, she had left the house. It was a oust! 
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itBH 

3',« tA^JTAx Er Sfi - “ 

odd, flat tones, in which I detected an "The thing I can’t understand is why 

Peter and I turned right-about-face of course,” muttered Peter. 

J2£3T XtS = t?thl 

^forgot to ten me his name,” he' 

""it? Doctor Proteus," I replied, giving der “rest”' It’s beyoU'me.”’^ 

£il££ 

ss s 

sEsSSSskS SSuSSH 
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s drawn up by the curb. Two of them 
e Without chauffeurs. Behind the 
:el of the third, a young Irishman lolled, 


“You may think it r 



Mag|e 

Learned 



Astonish 

Your 

Friends— 

Gain that magnetic popularity that 
makes you the center of any crowd. 
Business and social success is assured 
the man who can perform mystifying 
tricks. You can earn big money either 
on the side or as a professional, as 
well as being the most popular per¬ 
son in your crowd. Why envy others’ 
skill? You can learn Magic yourself, 
quick and easy. 

Earn $250 to 
$1000 a Month 

really Great Magicians, has finally opened up 
Ulustrat2 S course offerSlt'a mere^° mple - dy 
you wU?be able to? mysWy^nd^mertafn your 

of-hand, card tricks and elaborate stage diver- 


simple as AB<?when you jusf knew how? 8 ** 

Mail Coupon 

for 

Special Of f er! 

raterta^x^iJ^ e, Qub^ 1 \^l^s^^harity l ^d 
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work rfght now ig Op S ort 5 ° i^everywhereto 

tunity to learn Magic. The coupon brings full 
details without any obligation. Mail it TODAY. 
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SHrSiSS 

the nmuse-like creature I had first ob- of hypnosis seemed actually'to be a con¬ 
served taking tickets at the seance on tinuation of her earlier experience, and I 
Baltic Street The color fled from her thnuo-ht it KU.1v that the had he. 

"May we come in and have a chat with 
y ^r“ iS :„ W aTon“ ? ” Wh—what do you 

Z 1 

sTeepwalking r0S the other right,” °I Tied. 

' S T!o“^eTaLce. - * 


leTTd'been SLS £ 

eby _T‘ hthe sp i rit ® i2arre as was the “ ur ’ s "• 


Isis 

is at stake.” _ _ 

My words scared her beyond reason, happens 

Sh V‘aM we" 3 "' ^ 


SiSilriSSrll 
SCSaSaSS 
SsSSI 

was hypnotized. I shivered, nevertheless. 

Sll 


Peter and myself through the doorway 

SUSpfc* 

ssssm 


a ™srt““SL%"."rs,"p;,fc, a.txyi 


^rs.-s.-rir 1 , 

: WM^zjz 

how re-established his influence over her. 

that he had not had the time to give to a 
physical interview. But if he had taken 

KBSl 

I said bluntly. "Will you go with us 

LHSHEIHTn? 

eyes. elaX i Tememtere’dlhen 1 that, inTwak- 
ening her from her last trance, I had told 

gv-S-TiS 




- si as^ 




Tiwniajs-sr" 




stepped on to the running board of the 


SrSHw- 



bled erect again and fled in the direction 

i£-^Jr^sS"iE 

“You bet.” 

e?zr£sttis£ t & 

ally? Or is. she one no longer? Read 

^& , 'W“^ GH0SI 





Were l]ou Born in September? 

Let the Stars Indicate tjour Fate 


By "Stella" 




liillii 






Bits 

SSrwstsssa: 

1 ~£ 

gsaifesr^a-Ks 

S'H&SSSkI 


Spirit Fingers 

§s$t 51 

P “were U you‘in here?” I asked quickly. wonderfd voiced She"turned to thfaston- 

SESSlSiS 

^ad^Nuncfa ^ he^tii a^rfti^y^^d 

~s&£iz&T: T&v&rtM 

S^HSKi 

af ^ he pi S eaIe ery cIn”an ambukmce and langtd N “tvtrTar'^o^hav^ 
mT SSSS “The™ something dread*, to me in 

WsMsitg&i ‘MMMMl 
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ter"‘ But'llma’twik'li lil’S? ildiht have 

XiTS^rsr^S 



Hava - ’""- 

. “Wake up, lima, wake up. You’re are 
feeling much better now. All your weari¬ 
ness has gone. Come! Wake up!” 

*;=&«■ 


SirSi” 

nri'xrs^.'s 

always, she agreed to my suggestion. Then 

3 ”??‘S;s 5 r,'"S 2 

gfg s.g ££ Si’itfS 


te:s 2 SJfs.ri£,'_ 

arscmraj^'s 

s.^’za.iatos 

m§M2 

i n had a reTn W hy“not!s a ts n wake^thek suWetts 


%£ upl hXthiT^d wrong to me. 




“sleeping. I didn’t hear star^She*ha!?'tL^ofcTthe^cotef'"the 

oman* took the words 


JmVr e tS d TZT&ZS& 

ing well, lately, and so I try to get her to 

rgs , yta’’S“,£ga,"S,s 

“Oh, I’m quite all right now,” said lima, 
and raised her white face to the light. 
“Isn’t it absurd—my growing tired? I 

£ 

^“Perhaps you’d better see a doctor,” I 

wBfSZ’Z’l 

Whit do gk^of 


“Of course she can, and that’s why I 

s^srts'rd'sst^a 

SSSFsi-^S 

suddenly, she has started to go back. For 

^raa-iarsttS 
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missis SlUii 

£“Sx. £ JSf5; SsssiHSSSS 

^js^sEkh^Sk 

ing at everyone who noticed her. And she once, I was brought into action, because 




3 HSsr.Siss 

mmm 

iM^Sik 


rH&Si ;S5xS 


tlBlSS 


.-One night the producer came to the 


«n t hear 0 no 0 voice e but mine, aii^s to talkTefthe mitt^with^ 


tried to sing But the only sounds that 
came from her throat were coarse, raspy 


aHgrHSSSe 


ajstrsrss.’r-'ift 

ssi-'s.'jraarirs-a 

him, but he can’t keep it, lima. It will 

WmB 

breath like^afsnake’sWss, got t/her feet 

ing her forty winks. Go-please. Do not 


tasight^He °[stened t in X s’ilejice C untn d I &!- 

~ 55 sssja 3 


TXJKkia&a.’sa 

srj-iras-ATiJa'ffi 


pssssS 

y I stared at her, trying to delve into her 

d?^S”l^ aSm ' le0n 

is, I shall find out. And if it is what T 


9&=S5S£5£ 

rsf-r ss 

sVSHSr aS 3 Jft« 

iilSi' 

m 




IniiliS i^S : fc:r:“ 
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TRUE QHOST EXPERIENCES 

«BMSSKSf /0 ' "■*" "” *" “ — 


On the Frontier of the Unseen 
By IPilbert IDadleigh 









. 



hu^lm 











Ghost stories 





Ghost Stories 


75 


Spirit Tales 



because Their Bones IDere Unburied 

(Continued from page 48) 
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QHOST FORlim 

Pro and Con of Spooks in lilcralurc 
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The Specter Cuts the Ace 




r^»*rae* 5 «; 

StErisaaS.x 


n,rar® xa^-as r.s.r'te 

fher t dela b y a,n Bufl SfgeTtoTold myself ”l t c 0 an”ot P re r p P eat e 'their 


B2si 

great banks of palms and blooming plants. 

Si were low. r< ^ AnT whatlf £ftjS 




=St-S 5 == SS 

sl-iisl 
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£“5”;-lr^SSn3 

“SSsSSiSH 

SiSTsiwiirs 
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Only by Mortal Rands 


















82 


Ghost Stories 






Ghost Stories 


5H h 'IH s z^iSi ££ fa IESSLi£L!lv! s <’ 

Tcurted^/sel'ffor a coward even as ^'WhM mom 8 lr?^ Sintor 



is one must ’livetrough in order to be "Don't lie to me,” came back the de- 
,ble to imagine. tective gruffly. "I heard you.” 


3S *ht ” I admitted. "That, his 

flom S fo y r n ft. a i d hea e rd W ffls haTLTunto '““Weil, sir, I have been on duty for a 
the dashlight and the automatic, one after longue," 

“Fastened?” he echoed. “How can that “All right, Sinton, you may go,” I said, 
be?” “Thank you, sir,” he said, and with 

He was beside me in a moment. His dignity he took himself off to his room. 


“That, funny," I said. “It was fastened he persisted. “Let, take a look.” 

3 “Fastened, 8 °my eye!” he said. “Who could findTotfflng^ItTS fcrtllffc ha“d 
^^ilke^St^t^ bC «” r :aid Moran at last, “we 




pf-^ 


of hl M^ W W !^ a'Tit "But really, I hardly 

rHSIEHSsil tt-s 

rrc ss^urtETxr^ 

"fS-StXSU,«„SiX'iL- 1 St 


True Stories 



Do You Want 
To Be 
Thrilled? 
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naa leu it. me occupants sat as we nau mucn as irom courage, it seemed to me. evidently, ot oDiiterating any possible 

sSSSSSS Sba- - 


J^:raS:TtrTtl“t 


JEffiXSS 
IfSSs 


mained in the wall, firmly. 



^rzi'S-ilTiTis 3s"E™“ 


"“WelTl'gues's you can all go-for the 


•■That’s pretty funny,” said Moran, 
‘^«^ed the stolid 

* h ”Sur^ rat "have/^”interposed the po- 

-Mm 


zmSrM# 


h li«i^tind 


a ffeSati- YOaC “ 


detect 1ST 

1 ISS#”I 

Emmm 


IBS 

ISSii 

Sf£%« 

S e h^or^e=^ 

came from^his lack of bnagjmtionYiistas 


s 55 : “ TS 








SStLSris’*," 

2i" l r«,r*s.'5sr,i“„”5lu 
SrzsTt^ii . 
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reIch a edThat“ln™ C I leapt/'foMhTlfeht 
button and pushed it. In another mo- 


S 1 SS 1 


“I haven’t done anything, lady. I can’t 
" any longer. I’ll die if you don’t 


iajr=53Stttt= 


GHOST STORIES 

sSasSSS 

3 i£ 3 ££ 

fate! 1 DenuanVjus^and 

|fr 3 | 


sheas 

JFJL-A fJMtJtS 


“Sit down here and tell me,” I said, 

Brsft.SSr.tS 

SKS-hSi? wL?’." 

Srlcs: Tsi 
?s=sk£s 
.£HS- i“;S 

United 1 StateT' saying^h” woulTtend for 

rj?rj le 'r&t . 

IrfcsJSSiS S 

i“^r°mT^r y 

iHH 

“^ "rested her head 
againsMhe back^of her chair. She spoke 


sa;d 


ZLttzji 


Lr*m£ 

‘^onaM awoke from his stupor, 

immm 

When hTSw thc^irl md” 






“,£"'=s 

built It^ would mean disgrace to him 
or not, he would lose his fiancee, the 

z^z-w\ v ^^ 

could it make him forget. There was 




Conan Doyle’s museum of Psychic IDonders 
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The Tiger IDoman of the Punjab 
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A ITloth^Qemis Unknown 


mmmm mmmm 

?w» *"• '■ * ■“ “*Kttx^.^'xszs ssastsi wwas 



SSWS-S 
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fss's™ilrS? " rK Zr slS•* - •»” 

cZs ™ “ k ** r “ H sili rijr as s 1US3 

“The fact is, I am a sleep-walker, and darting across the room, and he could also 

% ^“r se “•-*■ o£ ;t - and 


be-farmed about, f rJy"V am sorryhimself in hand. Bui as the^mghtv ^ 

‘ £«^*V=« SKSHEsSSb 





ifyrf ssi & & a 
“ssurmfiv 2 -s.a tsst^sss. " 

issfSrifi atrrtfss ?,£&■£ 

Sigl iif-iti 

l=tat U no^ ^ 

ke Late le tLt b0 nighi, however, after his ^So' now^Hapley is spending the re- 


rS&J&SS-rz 


The House of Fear 

t^JTi J£ S£ 

■£Fje2s'lHHzS 9 .“SH't“£S 
stsss- *—• ~ * - r.niasm s sass at 

£S=K=rH£“! 

■■■ - - e, but she begged me But when the time came and I reached 


Safari! SFs&M^S 

iHSke^d ahTf note'from 




















larger. As she stood there, framed in the 
blackness of the open door, she seemed 

SSS-SS 

taking a pink-cheeked girl in my arms and 







dead, and that’s the end of him." 
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CASH FOR OPINIONS 

A^HEN you have read this issue of GHOST STORIES Magazine, let us know what you think of the stories 
it contains. 

Which story is best? Which is poorest? Why? Have you any suggestion for improving the magazine? 
Ten dollars will be paid to the person whose letter, in the'opinion of judges in charge of this award, offers 
the most intelligent, constructive criticism; $5 to the letter considered second best; $3 to the third. 

Address your opinions to the Judges of Award, c/o GHOST STORIES, 1926 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 
This contest closes October 31st, 1927. 

Three awards will be made promptly. See that your opinion gets one of them. 
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Microphone Transmitter Button 




Into a trunk, under the 
bed or anywhere. Lots of 
fun fooling the teacher. 


EXPLODING * M ATCHES 


JQj above for Bird 1 
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